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The Angels of Eryia 
Chapter 1 : The Melting 

A short story by Trevor Osborne 
Edited by Julie Langston 
It was a day that, comparatively, was beautiful. The fragmented sun-rays shone through the 
clouds of dense pollution and nuclear waste as the ground was slightly less fermented with the stench 
of blood, vomit, what may be human remains and rotten meat, which also may have been human 
remains. The line was relatively shorter than yesterday, which was shorter than the day before, and so 
on. Shorter lines meant more food rations, which in turn meant healthier, more motivated workers. 

It was on this day Laborer XD67, as he had been called most of his adult life, had finally hit his 
lucky break. He was third in line, and that meant he got the third freshest of the pickings. It was also a 
"free day," as Empress ERYIA had stated, which meant that workers could choose their projects. 
XD67 was to finally do his dream job; waxing the military vehicles. Sure, it was a lazy job, and that's 
how he liked it; minimal effort and immediate rewards. 

Unlike most of the Laborers, XD67 was not a strong man, or an especially bright man; his short 
stature of only seven junkrets was barely useful for stacking supplies, and his measly weight of two 
hundred kirns was laughably passable for a heavy duty builder. His lack of size was not helped by his 
inability to do advanced problem solving; he was basically only brought into architectural designs 
when an unbiased nod or shake was needed. 

Still, he was cunning. He would find clever ways to get out of working hard, including doing 
large amounts of half-witted work before napping intermittently between inspections. Still, not even he 
could mess us dipping a sponge into the cleaning solution and moving it across the surfaces of those 
vehicles he so wanted to ride in. 

Since he was a child, Laborer XD67 longed to be a soldier, especially after having witnessed his 
parents getting dismembered by kylacts. He would spend hours running, lifting heavy objects, and 
pretty much doing everything short of picking up a gun and hunting down every stinking gigrup and 
foshwur in the city to prove that he was worthy of military service. His dreams were almost realized 
when he was given permission by the empress to undergo the tests required to enter the guard. 

As expected, he failed at every task. 

Unable to please the empress, he proceeded to weep, running out the testing hall as if he 
watched his parents brutal murders all over again. Not wanting to become a bitter non-citizen, he 
instead chose to keep his citizenship and be a bitter laborer, finding every tactic and exploiting every 
possible weakness to do less work than his fellow employees. 

Today was that day. Unfortunately, he would have to stand in front of that worthless old man, 
XA1 13, who was coughing loudly underneath his oversized scarf. Having been a burden on the 
workforce for over 50 years in XD67's fizzling gray eyes, XA113 had reached the pinnacle of 
annoyance yesterday when he complained of a pressure behind his eyes. It was only one time, but that 
was enough to put him on the lazy employee's list of whiners, which seemed to include everyone else 
who he made contact with. 

The line began to shift as the vehicles back gate flew open, revealing the solider who would be 
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handing out the meat and vegetable wafers, and the canteen of clean drinking solution, which would 
have to be returned at the end of the day, of course. Today, it seemed everyone was going to get 
double. It would be a good day indeed, XD67 thought, a sly grin on his face. 

Suddenly, a flash of crimson liquid shot towards him, covering his face with the sticky, stinking 
vomit-blood mix that shot from XA113's mouth violently. At first, all anyone could do was gasp. The 
scarf, having fell off, revealed a man with his jaw completely gone, his tongue dangling haphazardly. 
The old man had the disease; the disease that almost always meant certain death. 

EYRIA database had classified the inogucos lumunur virus as a class three fatal illness if not 
treated. Also called "The Melting Virus," it's early symptoms included pressure behind the eyes, loose 
skin, a cough and a feeling of heaviness. As it progressed, it started to break apart all the cells, speed 
varying based on the individual's health, anxiety and way of infection, until there is no mass left, 
effectively "melting" the victim away. 

And XD67 just received a face full of diseased vomit. 

After the shock wore away, a bullet shot through the head of XA113 as the Infection Alarm 
loudly blared through the air, carrying as far as it possibly could. The old man's body gave way, 
collapsing onto the ground, eyes still wide open as the blood and brain matter oozed through the front 
of his skull. In the panic, XD67 took advantage of the opportunity to slip into hiding before he was the 
next one to eat a lead pill. 

Removing his work shirt, he attempted to frantically wipe the blood off, hoping against hope 
that he was somehow able to avoid ingesting any of the infected fluid. Taking a gander at his shirt, he 
felt satisfied with the result, but finally accepting he did not have long, he tossed the dirty clothing into 
the nearest dumpster and violently fell towards it, sliding down, tears streaming down his cheeks like 
rain. It was too much to handle; a perfect day ruined in the worst possible way. Instead of his dream 
job, a lazy afternoon, and double rations, he was going to be hunted until he was either full of bullet 
holes or a puddle of blood and random remains. 

His cheek pressed against the cool metal, he continued to heave and weep until there as nothing 
left. Looking around for any guards, he stood up, trying to plot his next move. He took a deep breath 
and stepped into the market, watching his every move. Trying to blend in with the females and scum, 
XD67 lowered his shoulders and ducked. 

It dawned on him that he would have to abandon his citizen ID card. He was no longer 
XD67...just another nameless soul aimlessly wandering in a crowd that doesn't know he exists now, and 
would not know that he ever existed in a few days. He could already feel the pressure... the dull pain 
right behind his eyes, though he was not sure if it was just psychological. Either way, he squeezed the 
bridge of his nose, hoping to relieve it just a little bit. 

It took a couple more hours of walking before he was alone. It was here that he would discard 
himself of all identification, including his ID card, his currency card, and the certification of birth. All 
he would have now were the clothes on his back. Looking at all the items before him, he gazed at them 
one last time before digging a shallow hole and burying what was left of his life. The realization of 
death finally sunk in when he replaced the dirt. 

He was but a drifter now. 
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Looking up towards the sky and spotting the sun, he made the inference that it was late 
afternoon. By now, he should be returning his canister and heading to his chambers, where he would 
continue the chess game he and his roommate would play. 

He reminisced fondly about the ordeal. A month ago, he moved into a new room, sharing it 
only about thirty minutes a day; fifteen minutes in the morning, fifteen at night. His bunkmate, XC50, 
worked nights, so they never really got much time to chat. One day, in passing, they came up with an 
idea; they would set up a chess board. Each one would make one move a day when the other wasn't 
there. Since there was no monitoring it, they ran by the honor system, and, as far as he could guess, 
neither one of them cheated. XC50 was an amazing chess player, so he quickly wore down the 
opponent. Today, the man formerly known as XD67 would have chose between moving a rook, one of 
three pawns, or the king. 

Clenching his fist, he hit the ground as hard as he could, tearing a small, but painful hole in the 
skin on his fist. He could tell the loosening had begun. 

He cursed XA1 13. If that man would have just turned the opposite way, he would not have 
infected him, and the former laborer would be safely quarantined in his chambers, eating his rations as 
they took the old man to the incinerator. He would not be watching blood seep from an open wound, 
indicating that he was just one moment closer to a painful, slow death that would leave his nothing 
more than a stain in the dirt. 

He tore off a piece of his undershirt and used it to wrap the bleeding knuckles tightly, trying to 
constrict the blood flow so he could possibly prevent himself from bleeding out. Though, considering 
the alternative, he wasn't too sure what the worse option was. Getting off his knees, he dusted himself 
off, doing a quick search of his surroundings before looking for a location to rest tonight. It was here 
he spotted the corpse. 

At first, he had not quite processed what he was seeing. It was not an uncommon sight to see 
dead bodies just lying around, so at first, it appeared to be another straggler. After a few seconds of 
observation, however, he saw that was an incorrect assumption. No, it was the way it was dressed that 
caught his eye. Dressed in toxic-resistant fabric, the man showed signs not of dying from malnutrition 
or disease. In fact, a closer inspection revealed that the man was asleep when his throat was slit. He 
probably never woke up as his life drained from him. It also appeared that he was dragged from his 
quarters and dumped here after death, as there was a significant lack of blood surrounding the body. 

It was then that the former laborer sprang up. Smacking himself mentally, he remembered what 
they learned from the grossly outdated safety manuals-"If one ever contracts inogucos lumunur, please 
consult an on-duty guard to provide immediate transport to the nearest medical center. There, you will 
receive the antivirus; if necessary, the doctor handling the procedure may require a day in steam to 
sweat the remaining virus out in case of a reinfection." 

Though the one in town shut down before he even started his job, he knew of another one that 
was within walking distance. Of course, it would take a day or so, but, if he was persistent, he may be 
able to retrieve the antivirus and possibly survive with only some limb loss. If he did survive, then he 
could regain his citizenship, which meant that he would qualify for the easiest job's imaginable every 
day due to his handicap. It almost seemed too unreal; he may just survive! 



Allowing the possibility of a future to sink in, he stood up, a smile on his face and a new 
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conviction. A hope for survival. It may have been a long shot, but as he boldly stepped towards the 
direction of the medical center, he was positive that any chance outweighed no chance. Though he was 
unaware of what dangers were lurking outside the territory, he didn't care. For the first time in his life, 
he felt like he had a purpose. 

That purpose was simple: to live. The goal, however, was proving to be much harder, as after 
what seemed like an eternity, he had reached nothing that hinted civilization even existed there, and had 
exhausted himself before the sun had even completely fallen. Worse yet, there was no shelter, so if a 
kylact, or worse, a guard were to spot him, he was completely vulnerable. 

He had to think; what else did the manual say about the virus? Did exertion help the virus 
spread faster? Would he be safer if he slept? The pressure was building up tremendously as he 
thought. It was the pain that led to the decision to sleep it off, whether it would be a smart choice or 
not. Finding a rock formation that provided a small amount of cover, he curled up into a fetal position 
and attempted to drift into unconsciousness, which, after a few moments, he was successful. 

No dreams came to the people of Eryia, possibly because the food they ate may have been laced 
with dream blocking drugs. So when he was standing outside of his parents bedroom, he must have 
thought that he was back home. Opening the door slowly, he happily spotted his mom and dad sitting 
in their chairs, smiling to him and extending their arms. Like he would dozens of times before, he 
began to run to them. It all made sense now; their death, the failed military test, the labor work, the 
disease contraction-all just a young boy's imagination. He was safe, about to feel the warm, loving 
embrace of his beautiful mother and his soft- featured father. 

If he could just reach them. In fact, strangely enough, it seemed like he had been running a bit 
too long. In a panic, he sped up, trying to get to his parents, wondering why he never got any closer, no 
matter how fast or how big of steps he would take. The sweat began rolling down his red cheeks, as he 
quickly started breathing heavier, faster, each one more labored than the last. In horror, he began to 
realize they weren't just not getting closer, but actually moving farther away. 

The scream echoed throughout the room, stopping him dead in his tracks. Shock and terror 
replaced the panic that replaced the happy grin of a young boy as his parents grew larger. Then, once 
they reached an improbable height, their skin slowly peeled off, the clothes they were draped in falling 
off to reveal the naked, rotting flesh that was below them. He opened his mouth to let out a fearful cry, 
but no sound could penetrate the banshee-like howl that pierced his tiny ears. He watched as his 
parents limbs flew away from their bodies, painting the walls with shades of crimson. All that 
remained of his loved one's were bloating torsos, and those too soon began to inflate larger. 

Just before a final explosion of organs and blood took place, he woke up in a cold sweat, 
breathing as he had been in the nightmare. There he was, the early morning sun sending rays into his 
eyes. Taking some time to collect his thoughts and check out his surroundings, he noticed that the area 
outside of the territory was indeed a lot less cloudy, so the bright ball of flames shone much brighter. 

Once he was able to regain control over his senses, he brought himself to his feet, noticing his 
arm was a lot weaker. He checked his body over, and, much to his chagrin, noticed the process had 
already begun, as he could feel he no longer had a nose; and, though he couldn't see it, he could feel he 
also lost some of the muscle in his right arm, which, if he survived, would greatly hinder the ability to 
do much. Still, not one to give up, he collected himself, put his emotions in check, and once again 
began his journey. 
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He wouldn't be going too far without trouble, however, as he could feel his toes on his right foot 
disappearing with every step, making walking an arduous task itself. It would prove to be the least of 
his worries, however, as he would not get much farther before hearing a sound that was familiar and, 
suddenly, frightening; the military vehicles. He knew they were looking for him; it was only a matter 
of finding him, and more than likely, when they found him. He quickly dove into a divot in the ground, 
trying to fit in it the best he could. 

The sounds of the engine grew closer, and though he was looking straight up, he could see the 
dust clouds rising above him. He closed his mouth tightly, inhaling only small amounts through the 
new hole in his face where he used to have nostrils. It was a lucky break that at least his air passages 
still worked. 

The sounds grew lighter, not because they were getting more distant, but because they were 
shutting down the engines. Squeezing his eyes shut, he was almost certain they found him. The only 
things that could run through his mind were thoughts of impending doom. It did not help that his jaw 
was aching-no, more than that. His jaw was in agonizing pain that would make a man in any other 
circumstance loudly weep and beg for mercy. He was hiding, however, and the former laborer could 
not make a sound, else he would get caught. 

A click of two guns loading bullets into their chambers was enough to finally make him give up. 
A lump gathered in his throat as he opened his eyes to see the metal barrels pointing at him. Tears fell 
from his weary sockets as he stood up, having trouble putting any weight on his leg's now. They were 
going to finish him off execution style, like they do nearly every infected person. ERYIA insisted it be 
done this way so the sick individual would not feel any pain when they were eliminated. 

As they prodded him with their guns, he turned to one of the guards, giving one final plea. The 
stern look he received immediately led to him opening his mouth to weep-and instead releasing a jet 
stream of vomit, blood and virus as what remained of his lower jaw fell to the ground. It completely 
covered the horrified guard, who fell back in astonishment. Without thinking, he quickly turned around 
and gave the other guard a roundhouse to the chin with his good arm, knocking the man unconscious. 
Immediately, he picked up the gun he was holding and pointed it at the guard who was covered in his 
fluids. 

He had no intention of shooting. In fact, he had no intention of punching the guard in the first 
place; it seemed his survival instinct had finally kicked in again, giving him an adrenaline burst he had 
yet to feel since he started this journey. He looked behind him, and noticed that the transportation still 
had the key in the ignition. He made a mad dash as the one conscious guard scrambled quickly for his 
gun, firing off poorly aimed shots. Despite running his top speed, his lack of a balanced body made an 
appearance of drunken hobbling. It took twice as long as it normally would to reach the vehicle, but, 
once he got inside, he swiftly shut the door and turned the key. 

None of this was planned. The fact that he had come up with this entire thing in the time it took 
to be discovered impressed even him as the motor roared to life. A well-aimed bullet rocketed just 
centimeters in front of his face; if he still had a nose, it would have easily removed it. Using his one 
good foot and one good arm, he stepped on the gas and steered the transport-the sticker on the 
dashboard read "Model Y Rover"-in the direction of the medical center. A stroke of good luck had 
finally hit: with this, he could reach his destination in no time, notwithstanding any unfortunate 
circumstances. 
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It would not prove to be easy. He got about half the distance towards the other territory- 
rumored to be abandoned, though no one from his area had ever seen it and returned-when the 
unexpected happened; his one good arm detached from his torso. Hitting the brakes, he cringed, 
expecting a spectacular and painfully fatal crash; instead, there was an anti-climatic slow-down, than a 
refreshing stop. Taking a moment to let the improbability of what just happened sink in, he looked at 
what was now a shoulder and a few bleeding tendons. 

Sobbing would not express how exasperated he felt, not that he could anymore if he wanted to. 
It was as if his one shot at surviving the whole virus, doing the unexpected, possibly even recovering to 
the best of his abilities, overcoming his ailment and becoming a triumphant member of society, having 
folk legends told of him for the rest of time. 

Time. It snapped him out of his funk; he had precious little time left. Instead of wasting away, 
he knew that he still had a chance. It motivated him enough to just keep persevering. Even if he died 
within reaching distance of the cure, he knew that it would be worth it just to have that satisfaction of 
trying. So, with his decaying body losing more mass quicker than he expected, he stumbled on his 
way, hoping to reach the Mecca of his journey before sundown. 

As he pushed forward, his sweat began taking clumps of hair with it, dropping to the ground, 
each splash leaving a trail of his DNA behind. Sounds became fainter with ever troubled movement-he 
knew he was losing his ears and eardrums. There was no doubt that if he did survive the ordeal, it 
would be only temporary relief, as he would die from loss of blood, body parts, and an extreme bout of 
dehydration and fatigue. It no longer mattered to him. This was a moral victory, one that could allow 
him to peacefully pass on. 

The sun, though not nearly as hot as it usually got, was peeling off layers of skin. The sight was 
disgusting, making him wretch inside his mind. To make an awful situation worse, his right foot had 
completely disintegrated, leaving a bloody stump for him to painfully slam into the ground with every 
step. His remaining arm, which he avoided using for good measure, still had some strength left in it, 
which was pleasing to know. If he had to open a door, he could at least take comfort in knowing that 
he had the strength. 

He wouldn't have to wait much longer. Though one of his eyes had already turned to liquid and 
began dribbling down his face, he was able to spot the medical center. He hadn't realized it, but he 
entered the territory some time back. His mind was going; he could feel most of his logical thinking, 
observational skills and cognitive abilities slipping away quickly. In fact, he ran into the door, unable 
to stop in time. Though the strength to open the door seemed to be with him, he first had to raise his 
arm to the necessary level, and this was proving to be the challenge. 

After what could have been a lifetime trying, it finally gained enough height to grasp onto the 
handle. His thumb was pressed on the switch; as long as he could push down, he could open the door. 
Using all he had in him to concentrate, he thought intensely on pressing that switch. He allowed his 
memories to slip away. No other focus besides stifled breathing was more important than moving his 
thumb. 

The sick crack was heart stopping. He was afraid to look down. His pain sensors seemed to 
have completely vanished, so he could only guess at what had happened; his thumb, unable to gather 
the necessary pressure, completely broke off his hand. To be sure, he looked down at his hand, and 
confirmed the horrific news. 
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He was nothing if not resourceful. Undeterred, he reared his upper body back and slammed into 
the double doors. Feeling them move, he let go of the handle, slamming himself against the hard metal 
surface again, feeling wobbly. Summoning all of his weight, imagining his upper body was as strong 
and heavy as an iron demolition stone, he gave it one last smash, busting through the doors and 
immediately crashing down, losing all of his right leg and most of his left in the process. 

Joy overcame him, though even having the emotion was a physical strain on his body. He 
couldn't remember where he came from, what made him want to survive so badly, nor what he would 
have done had he been able to survive, but he did know one thing; he needed to take that antivirus. It 
wasn't far, it seemed, as a case full of vials and bottles had fallen over just down the hall. 

Using his remaining arm and the stump, he pulled and pushed his way across the floor, not 
noticing the trail of skin, blood and organs he was leaving behind. He had long lost the ability to feel 
anything. He did not know if anyone else was in the hall with him, since he could not hear or smell. 
He was hardly able to breathe as he tirelessly edged his way towards the final goal. Knowing only that 
he had little time left before the loss of blood caused him to pass out and eventually kill him, he pushed 
himself harder. 

He spotted a vial. ..it was the antivirus! 

The green liquid gave off a slight glow, which was especially helpful now, since he was losing 
his vision. His heart raced as the realization that he had won took him over. No, he would not survive 
the ordeal, but a personal victory had been achieved, for whatever reason he did not know. 

So close. 

He could almost touch it... 

A boot slammed down on his hand, crushing it and leaving it a pile of atoms. Though he did not 
feel any pain, he saw what had happened. Hope faded quickly. Everything he had worked for was 
within reach, and now, he would die without having felt the glory. 

He couldn't stand to not know who had ended his journey. He rolled onto his back, feeling the 
last bit of breath slink away, as he stared up at his enemy, shocked at what he saw; a boy, no older than 
olkan twenty-four, wearing clothes similar to the thieves on the outskirts. He wore a pair of black 
shorts and an equally dark vest, with a tattered yellow shirt below. He had one blue eye and one brown 
eye, and his mouth was covered by a construction mask. The skin was red, obviously from being in the 
sun too often. 

The young one turned around and picked up the vial, then proceeded to search for whatever 
other supplies he may need. The former laborer, now a pile of muscle and mind, attempted to 
communicate to the child with his mind that he needed the antivirus to survive. If only he could just 
give the right signal... 

The boy saw the desperate attempt to plea. He showed the man the vial, about to give in to his 
request... before smashing it violently on the ground. 

Darkness overtook the remains of what once was Laborer XD67. 
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Definition of terms and words used in Chapter 1: The Melting. 
(In order of usage. Keep for future reference) 

Junkrets (jun-crets)- A unit of measurement relating to height. 1 junkret=about 7 inches. 

Kirns (kurns)- A unit of measurement relating to weight. 10 kirns=About 7 pounds. 

Kylact (kai-lacked)- The general genus for a mutated species of cockroach, including many 
species within, including Kylact Inseduos, Kylact Kuruy, etc. 

Gigrup (gig-rup)- A race of humans born without eyes or eye sockets; are seen as an annoyance 
amongst citizens due to their inability to work, as a result they have to beg. 

Foshwur (fawsh-wer)- A race of humans with bluish skin. Though generally they are well- 
behaved, they are looked down upon because of their blue appearance. 

Citizen/Non-Citizen (sit-eh-zen/nawn-sit-eh-zen)- A citizen is one who works for the empire, 
either as a soldier, a laborer, a doctor or a scientist; a non-citizen is unemployed or works menial 
market jobs. 

Inogucos lumunur (En-oh-goo-cuss loo-min-ar)- A category class three fatal virus. Nicknamed 
"The Melting Virus" for it's ability to break down the atomic particles bit by bit until there is nothing 
but a puddle of blood. Though the virus will work at any stage, for best rate of survival and function, 
immediate ingestion of the antivirus is recommended. 

Olkan (awl-ken)- A measurement of time relating to age. Olkan 1= approximately 6 months. 
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Stay tuned for Chapter 2: Tattered Wings. 

Julian Angel let the refreshing water bead across her rough skin. It wasn't enough being the 
oldest child in her family; she was also the oldest member of her family period. Which meant that the 
younger ones were, of course, her responsibility. Though everyone pitched in, with rarely a complaint, 
there were a few cases where she had to discipline; being the older sister did not help her chances in the 
male dominated house. Only the youngest child, Carrie Angel, oklan 11, shared the female role with 
her, and sometimes, she seemed more responsible than herself. 

The water started to die down, indicating her time in the shower was up. She stepped out from 
under the stream, turning the knobs until the faucet closed. Sighing, she looked in the mirror at her 
nude form. Though still reasonably pretty, compared to how she looked before her mother died, it was 
an obvious, and painful, difference. Her once smooth, alabaster skin had toughened and cracked while 
turning a light shade of pink; her cheeks were no longer full, but thin, like that of a malnourished 
beggar; in fact, the only thing that remained practically unchanged were her breasts, though this was 
not necessarily a good thing, since they were small compared to other women she saw. 



Read more in the next chapter of 

The Angels of Eryia 



